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Such were my rather indefinite incoherent thoughts, vary-
ing in colour and design, changing kaleidoscopically, but
changing only to re-form into a more emphatic pattern.
X
On October 4th, H. G. Wells arrived. He was just the
same as ever, laughing and joking and extremely humorous
about conditions of life in Petrograd, where he had been the
guest of Gorky. It is so easy to laugh when the tragedy is
not one's own. We talked until midnight. His quick mind
had grasped and penetrated things which would have taken
another as many months as he took days. He seemed not so
much hostile to the theories of the new Utopia as overwhelmed
by its discomfort. These discomforts were more typical of
Russian habits as a whole than of Communism in particular.
For instance he really suffered from the disorder and haphazard-
ness of the Russian character; he was miserable at having to sit
up and talk in an atmosphere of thick tobacco smoke all
through the night, and he thought it dreadful that guests
should sleep on drawing-room sofas. He missed, he said,
his hot bath in the morning, and his newspapers with
breakfast, and longed to get back to those conditions—vowed
he'd never go away again !
H.G/s arrival was in a sense humiliating for me. He found
me in a state of expectant " waiting." He shared the general
opinion that I never should get Lenin. He advised me to go
back to England. He said that Kameneff had " let me down "
badly. I could only say in defence of Kameneff that he had
" not let me down yet."
There was a big luncheon at our house in his honour, and
an effort to make a spread, part of which was frustrated by
Mikhail Borodin. When I asked for some of the lovely apple
cake I had seen on the side table Mikhail made grimaces at
me: he had sent it back to the kitchen. The perfect Com-
munist in h™ revolted against the inequality of H. G. having
a special cake. Afterwards I went for a walk with Mikhail
and asked him why he had tiptoed out of the dining-room ?

